wintry afternoon, its smoke like a balanced plume on
the windless sky. The door was empty, and he shook
Perry into his easys tireless fox trot, the jug of whisky
jouncing a little against his knee.

Where the dim, infrequent road to MacCallum's left
the main road, rising, he halted Perry and sat for a
while in the sunset. Jefferson, 14 miles. Rafe and the
other boys would not be along for some time yet, what
with Christmas Eve in town and the slow, festive gath-
ering of the county. Still, they may have left town
early, so as to get home by dark; might not be an hour
away* The sun's rays, slanting,, released the chill they
had held prisoned in the ground during the perpendic-
ular hours and it rose slowly about him as he sat Perry
in the middle of the road, and slowly his blood cooled
with the cessation of Perry's motion. He turned the
pony's head away from town and shook him into Ms fox
trot again*

Darkness overtook him soon, but he rode on beneath
the leafless trees, along the pale road in the gathering
starlight. Already Perry was thinking of stable and
supper and he went on with tentative,* inquiring toss-
ings of his head, but obediently and without slackening
his gait, knowing not where they were going nor why,
save that it was away from home, and a little dubious,
though trustfully. The chill grew in the silence and
the loneliness and the monotony. Bayard reined Perry
to a halt and untied the jug and drank, and fastened it
to the saddle again.

The hills rose wild and black about them. No sign
of any habitation, no trace of man's hand did they
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